'No,5 he said, eno, I can't help you It's all so long
ago Fvc forgotten all about it'
He lay down again and closed his eyes But he wasn't
asleep I could see his face working a little
'Are you Russian?' he asked me, suddenly
'No, I'm Ficnch  But I've lived in Russia'
'In the Far East?'
'No   In Petersburg'
Obviously he was making calculations
'And who told you that I was in Paris?*
'I heard it through a colleague of yours,'
'An officer?'
I had put my foot in it
'No, a taxi-driver   I don't know what he was before'
'You're not going to put anything about me in your
book?'
'Of course I'm not'
'Well, in that case, I can't see what you want with
me'
Either he couldn't sec, or he wouldn't see I started my
explanation all over again Into every second sentence I
shoved the word 'Colonel*
'Oh, you needn't bother to call me that now,' he said.
Then he noticed me glancing at the nail-scissors and files
lying on the dressmg-table
'My wife isn't here,' he went on 'She works in the
daytime'
'Arc you expecting her?*
'No, I've got to go out' He paused for a moment or
two, 'She couldn't tell you anything She's never been in
the Far East I married her here,*
'Must you go out already?'
Steklianov put on his collar and tie Then he bent
down to lace his shoes He got red at the back of the
neck.
'You can come with me, if you like *
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